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you wonder why, even if the man who made
the car was shameless enough to carve the figures,
these men should see it and also be shameless.
I was at Mudukutore som^ years ago, for a car
festival At one corner of the fair was a small
procession. They were making two figures play.
The great procession was taking place in another
part of the temple grounds. This one was a
subsidiary show. Men are supposed to come for
the main procession. There was, however, no
dearth of people round this little one. And what
was this show ? Honestly, I cannot make up my
mind to describe the mimetics of this procession.
These reasons and many others have made one
thing clear to my own miiid, Hinduism is not a
religion that can live/ I am fully convinced that
the salvation of this country lies in Christianity,
I could detail my reasons for this conviction but
that would prolong this tetter greatly. As it is
already, tog I have to close. The rest of what
I                           say I shall write in another

letter.

I have all the conveniences I need here. I
beg yoti to communicate news of me and my
blessings 4<>A ow following there. If you will be
&te a gracious epistle some
at leisure, I shall feel privileged

